NASHE,  ESSEX and CAMPION

London doth mourn, Lambeth is quite forlorn,
Trades cry, Woe worth that ever they were born!
The want of term is town and city's harm;
Close chambers we do want to keep us warm.
Long banished must we live from our friends.
This low built house will bring us to our ends.
From winter, plague, and pestilence, good Lord, deliver us!

T. NASHE

From Ashrnole MS

Verses made in his Trouble

The ways on earth have paths and turnings known;
The ways on sea are gone by needle's light;
The birds of the air the nearest way have flown,
And under earth the moles do cast aright;
A way more hard than these I needs must take,
Where none can teach, nor no man can direct \
Where no man's good for me example makes,
But all men's faults do teach her to suspect.
Her thoughts and mine such disproportions havej
All strength of love is infinite in me;
She useth the advantage time and fortune gave
Of worth and power to get the liberty.
Earth, sea, heaven, hell, are subject unto laws,
But I, poor I, must suffer and know no cause*

ROBERT DEVEREUX EARL OF ESSEX

From A Book of Airs, 1601
Follow your Saint, follow with accents sweet*
Haste you sad notes, fall at her flying feet*
There wrapped in cloud of sorrow, pity move,
And tell the ravisher of my soul, I perish for her love*
But if she scorns my never-ceasing pain^
Then burst with sighing in her sight and ne'er return again*
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